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The typo (jentlemen of Verona. 


For I did play a lamentable part. 

(Madam) ’twas Ariadne, pattioning 
For periury,and vniuft flight; 

Which I fo liucly a£ed with my teares: 

That my poore Miftris moued therewithal!. 

Wept bitterly: and would I might be dead, 

If 1 in thought felt not her very forrow. 

Stl. She is beholding to thee (gentle youth ) 

Alas (poore Lady) defoTate,and left; 

I weepe my feife to thinkc vpon thy words; 
Here.youth: there is my purfc $ I giue thee this (well. 
For thy fwcct Miftris iake,bccaufc thou lou’ft her. Fare- 
Iul. Andlhcfliallthankeyoufoi’c, if ere you know 
A vertuous gemlewoman,mildc,and bcautifull. (her. 
I hope my Matters fuit will be but cold, 

Since (he refpefts my Miftris loue fo much* 

Alas,how loue can trifle with it feife ; 

Here is herPi&ure.* let me fee,I thinkc 
If I had fuch a Tyre, this face of mine 
Were full as louely,as is this of hers; 

And yet the Painter flatter’d her a little, 

Vnleffe I flatter with my feife too much. 

Her haire is Aburne y mine is perfeft Yellow ; 

If that be all the difference in his loue, 
lie get me fuch a coulour’d Perrywig .* 

Her eye 3 are grey as glaflc.and lo are mine; 

I, but her fore-head’s low,and mine’s as high ; 

What fhould it be that he rcfpe&s \n her, 

But I can make refpc&iue in my feife:* 

If this fond Loue,were not a blinded god. 

Come fliadow, come, and take this fhadow vp, 

For’tis thy riuall: O thou fencelcffc forme. 

Thou (halt be worfhip\J,kifs'd,lou’d,and ador d ; 

And were there fence in his Idolatry, 

My fubftance fhould be ftatue in thy (lead. 

He vie thee kindly,for thy Miftris fake 
That vs’d me fo: or elfe by loue ,I vow, 

I fhould haue fcratch’d out your vniccing eyes, 

To make my Matter out of loue with thee. Exeunt . 


• ABus Qmntm. Scam a Trim a. 


Enter Eglmrsoure, Siluia. 

Egl. The Sun begins to guHdthc wefterne skie. 

And now it is about the very houre 

That Siluia ,at Fryer Patricks Cell fhould meet me. 

She will not fade; for Louersbreake not houres, 
VnlcfTc it be to come before their time. 

So much they fpur their expedition. 

See where fhe comes .• Lady a happy euening. 

Sil. Amen,Amengoe on (good Eglamsure) 

Out at the Pofterne by the Abbey wall; 

I feare I am attended by fonre Spies. 

Egl. Feare not: the Forreft is not three leagues off, 
Ifwerecouerthat,weare furecnough. Exeunt. 


v.uu 


ScosnaSecunda. 


Enter* TburityTrotbejM Julia,Duke* . i/v! 
Th. Sir Trbtbew,vi hat faic $ S iluia to my fuit ? 


Tro . Oh Sir,I finde her milder then flic was, 

And yet {he takes exceptions at your perfon. 

Thu. What? that my leg is too long? 

Pro. No,that it is too little. ^ 

Thu. lie wcare a Boote, to make it fomeiwhat roy n 

Tro. But loue will not be fpurd to what it loathes, 

Thu. What faics (he to my face ? 

Tro. She faies it is a faire one. 

7 bu. Nay then the wanton lyes: my face is blacke, 
Pro. But Pcarles are faire; and the old faying \$ 
Blacke men are Pcarles,in beauteous Ladies eyes. * 
Thu. ’Tis true,fuch Pearles as put out Ladies eyei, 
For I had rather winkc, then looke on them. 

Thu. How likes (he my difeourfe i 
Pro. Ill, when you talke of war. 

Thu. But well,when I difeourfe of loue and peace. 
Jut. But better indcede,when you hold you peace. 
Thu. What fayes fhe to my valour? 

Pro . Oh Sir,flic makes no doubt of that. 

lul. She needes not, when fhe knowes it cowardice 

Thu . What faies fhe to my birth ? 

Pi 0 . That you arc well deriu’d. 

Iul. True: from a Gentleman, to a foole. 

Thu. ConfidersfhemyPoffcflions? 

Tro . Oh, I: and pieties them. 

Thu. Wherefore? 

Iul. That fuch an Aflc fhould owe them. 

Pro. That they are out by Lcafe. 

Iul. Here comes the Duke. 

Du. H ^w now fir Trot hern ; how now Thnrto ? 
Which of you faw Sglamoure of late ? 

7hu. Notl. 

Pro. Norl. 

Du. Saw you my daughter? 

Pro. Neither. 

Du . Why then 

She’s fled vnto thatpezant ,Valentine; 

And Eglamoure is in her Company; 

Tis true : for Frier Laurence met them both 
As he,in pennance wander’d through the Forreft : 

Him he knew well .* and guefd that it was fhe, 

But being mask’d, he was not fure of it. 

Befides fhe did intend Confetti on 
At Patricks Cell this cuen,and there fhe was not, 
Thele likelihoods confirme her flight from hence; 
Therefore I pray you ftand,not to difeourfe. 

But mount you prefently, and mcete with me 
V pon the rifing of the Mountaine footc 
That leads toward Triantua ,whether they are fled: 
Difpatch (fweet Gentlemen) and follow me. 

Thu. Why this it is, to be a peeuifh Girjc, 

That flies her fortune when it followes her: 

He after; more to be reueng’d on Eglamourt , 

Then for the loue of reck-lefle Siluia. 

Pro. And I will follow, more for Siluat loue 
Then hate o fEglamoure that goes with her. 

Iul . And I will follow,more to crofle that loue 
Then hate for &/#M,that is gone for loue. SxtHnu 


Scena Teriia. 


Sihti 4 , Ont-bmes, 

I .Out. Come, come be patient : 


We 
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Haiielcarn’d me howto brooke this patiently. 
iOut. Come,b*ing her away. ., , 

- Out Where is the Gentleman that was with her ? 

1 0 ": tong nimble foo K J.hn h..h on«nn v S . 

There is our Captaine: Wee’ll follow him that s fled. 
The Thicket is befet, he cannot icgpe. 

I Out. Come, 1 muft bring you to our Captains caue. 
feare not: he bcares an honourable mince. 

And will not vfc a woman lawlefty. _ 

Sil O Valentine ; this I endure tor tnec. 

Exeunt. 


Serna Quarta. 


Enter Valentine, Pretkiw , Siluia, lulia, CDuke, Thurio, 
Out-lames. 

Val. Flow vfe doth breed a habit in a man ? 

This jfhadowy defart, vnfrequemed woods 
I better brooke then flouriflung peopled Townes ; 

Here can I fit alone, vn-feenc ot any, 

And co the Nightingales complaining Notes 
Tune my diftreftes, and record my woes. 

O thou that doft inhabic in my breft, 

Leaue not the Manfion fo long Tenantdcfle, 

Left growing ruinous, the building fall. 

And leauc no memory of what it was, 

Repairc me, with thy prcfencc, Siluia : 

Thou gentle Nimph, chcrifh thy for-lorne fwaine* 
What hallowing, and what ftir is this to day ? 

Thefe arc my maces, that make their wills their Law, 
Haue fotnc vnhappy pattenger in chace; 

They loue me well: yet I haue much to doe 
To kcepe them from vnciuill outrages. 

Withdraw thee Valentine : who's this comes heere ? 

Pro. Madam,this feruice I haue done for you 
(Though you refpeft not aught your feruant doth ) 

To hazard life,and reskew you from him. 

That would haue forc’d your honour, and your loue, 
Vouchfafc me for my meed, but one faire looke: 

(A fmallcr boone then this I cannot beg, 

And leffc then this, I am fure you cannot giue.) 

Val. How like a dreame is this ? I fee,and hearc ? 
Loue, lend me patience to forbeare a while. 

Sil. O miferablc, vnhappy char I am. 

Pro . Vnhappy were you (Madam) ere I came: 

But by my comming, I haue made you happy. 

Stl. By thy approach thou mak’ft me-moft vnhappy. 
Iul. And me,when he approchcth to your presence. 
Sil. Had I beetle ccazed by a hungry Lion, 

I would haue bcene a break-faft to the Bcaft % 

Rather then haue fal feTr *f/;/«areskue me: 

Oh heauen be iudge how I loue Valentint, 

Whofc life’s as tender to me as my foule. 

And full as much (for more there cannot be ) 

I doedeceft falfe periur’d Protketu : 

Therefore be gone, follicit me no more. 

Pro. What dangerous action, flood it next to death 
Would I not vndergoc, for one calme looke: 

Oh tis the curfe in Louc,and ftiil approu'd 


When women cannot loue,where they’re belou’d. 

Sil. When Trothem cannot loue,where hc*s belou’d: 
Read ouer Iultas heart, (thy firft befl Loue) 

For whofe dcare fake, thou didfl then rend thy faith 
Into a thoufand oathes ; and all thofc oathes, 

Defcendcd into periury, to loue me. 

Thou haft no faith left now, vnlefit thou’dft two. 

And that’s farre worfe then none: better haue none 
Then plural! faith, which is too much by one; 

Thou Counterfcyt, to thy true friend. 

Pro * In Loue, 

Who relpe£ts friend ? 

Sil. All men but Prothew. 

Pro. Nay,if the gentle fpirit ofmeuing words 
Can no way change you to a milder forme; 
lie v/ooc you like a Souldicr, at armes end. 

And loue you ’gainft the nature of Loue: force ye. 

Sil. Oh heauen. 

Pn . He force thee yeeld to my defire. 

Val. Ruffian: let goe that rude vnciuill touch, 

Thou friend of an ill fafliion, 
pro. Valentine. 

Val. Thou comon friend^hat’s without faith or loue, 
For fuch is a friend now: treacherous man, 

7 hou haft beguil’d my hopes; nought but mine eye 
Could haue perfwaded me : now ! dare not fay 
I haue one friend aliue; thou wouldft difprouc me: 

Who fhould be trufted, when ones right hand 
Is periured to the bofeme ? Prothew 
I am forry I mull newer cruft thee more, 

But count the world a ftrangcr for thy fake: 

The priuate wound is deepeft: oh time, moft accurfl: 
’Mongft all foes that a friend fhould be the worft ? 

Pro. My flhame aad guijt confounds me; 

Forgiuem tValentine: ifnearty forrow 
Be a fufficient Ranfome for offence, 

1 cendcr’t hcerc: I doc as tiudy fuffer. 

As ere I did commit. 

Val. Then I am paid : 

And once againc, I doe receiue thee hor.cft; 

Who by Repentance is not fatisfied, 

Is nor of heauen, nor earth ; for thefe arc pleas'd: 

By Penitence th’Eternalls wrath’s appeas’d: 

And that my louemay appeare plaine and free, 

AH that was mine, in Siluia , I giue thee. 

Ini. Ohmevnhappy, 

Pro. Looke co the Boy d 
Val. Why,Bov/ 

Why wagihow now ? what’s the matter?look vp: fpcak. 

Iul. O good fir,my matter charg’d roe co deliuer a ring 
co Madam Siluia : sfr (out of my negle#)was neuer done. 
Pro * Where is that ring ?boy? 

Iul. Hecre ’tis 2 this is it. 

Pro. How?let me fee. 

Why inis is the ring I gaue to Julia . 

Iul. Oh, cry you mercy fir, I haue miftooke 1 
This is the ring you fent to Siluia. 

Tro. But how cam’ll thou by this ring ? at my depart 
I gaue this vnto lulia . 

Iul. And Mia her feife did giue it me. 

And lulia her feife hath brought it hither. 

Pro. How ? lulia ? 

Iul. Behold her, that gaue ayme to all thy oathes, 

And entertain’d ’em deepely in her heart. 

How oft haft thou with periury elefe the roote ? 

Oh P rathe Hi, let this habit make cfice blufh. 

D Be 
















































































